BARBARIAN STORIES

I did hate my father, and everything had been rather
upsetting. Giamund patted me on the back very hard
and didn't know what to say. But he didn't laugh at
me.

It took us twice as long coming back; I did my best
to keep out of my father's way, but he saw me the
second day. I didn't expect he'd be pleased, but he
needn't have shown it so plainly! He growled: 'So
you're here, are you? Hoping to ruin your country
and your father both, I suppose!' I said: 'I'm where
you put me, father. But I'm sorry we meet like this.'
He didn't, of course, know that I'd been sold as a slave;
and I wasn't going to tell him. He turned to the
magistrate, a thin grey-haired man who rode beside
him. 'That's my eldest son,' he said. 'You wouldn't
think it, would you, Lampadius? An undutiful son!
God, there's nothing bitterer. I was patient with him
for years, but at last it became too much. I had to
punish him; I cast him out of my household, un-
blessed. And he's found a fitting home among these
savages!' The magistrate, of course, looked horrified;
I was angry but asked, quite civilly, about my step-
mother. He answered me curtly and began to talk
to his neighbour again. I dropped behind at that, in
a great burst of laughing from Radimir.

We got back to the house and everyone rushed out
to welcome the Uncle. The prisoners' ransoms were
discussed and everyone had an opinion. I was told
that the magistrate wished to speak to me, and went
to him at once; he was sitting by himself in a locked
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